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im a cowboy, on a steel horse | ride! 


Author's Notes: 
| always wondered how that would go. 


"You are a fucking idiot, anyone ever told you that Ohlin?" Øystein huffed, standing over the gurney with his 


arms crossed as said hin’ rolled his eyes: 

"You, only for the eighty millionth time in this hour alone." 

"Good," sneered the guitarist "| want you to remember that. You are a fucking IDIOT." 

Per, who was half-immobile tried to shoot up, and when he couldn't, he settled for having his jaw agape: 
"You asshole!" He accused "you thought it was a wicked ideal You said | should totally do it! Fuck youl" 


Øystein snorted, leaning against the windowsill as he raised a finger to list off of: 


"First off, when | said it was a cool idea | didn't mean almost killing yourself on stage, second off, when | said 
you should totally do it | didn't mean you should almost kil yourself on stage third off, you almost killed 


yourself on stagel" He ended his sentence with his voice two times louder than it was to start with. 


"And how wicked would that be?!" Per cried defensively, despite how badly his wrist was currently hurting him 
even with all of the morphine they injected him with. 


Its not worth finding a replacement vocalist and having to look your little brother dead in the eyes and say," 
Øysteins voice took a derpy tone as he began gesticulating “hurr-durr sorry Anders! Your big brother isn't 
coming home for Christmas this year because he killed himself on stage for a fucking GIMMICK” 


Its not a gimmick. It's not a gimmick it's a way of life-" 


"Dead that is so retarded | think | lost a few brain cells. | think my brain cells just committed suicide because 


of you.” Øystein notified him. 


"And l'm glad, now go jump off of a bridge, Euro. lim already in a shitload of pain" Per snapped just before the 


nurse came in. 


"Uhm..excuse me but is everything alright? We could hear you from across the hallway and maybe if you two 


are so aggressive with each other you shouldn't be allowed private visitations.” 


"We're alright ma'am." Øystein said, a little passive aggressively as the nurse furrowed her brows and jotted 


something down on her clipboard. 


"Yeah, he's just about to leave." Per said, hurling a glare in Bystein's direction. A glare the guitarist wasn't shy 
to return tenfold. 


The woman looked at both of them and sighed, shaking her head and exiting the room. 

They both waited until the door was completely shut to begin speaking again: 

"Why are you here anyway? You should've left with the rest of them." Per said through clenched teeth, trying 
his best to keep his voice down but just the sight of his bandmate was making it awfully hard to. 

Øystein came closer: 


“Cause | wanted to remind you of how big of an idiot you are another eighty million times." 


"l'Il remember, now go away. I'm tired and | don't wanna hear you complain" Per snapped, doing his best to 
avoid his eyes. 


Per still didn't understand why Øystein was so pissed. They both agreed that it would be really cool if Per cut 
himself on stage, and they both agreed that if anything weeded out posers better than the impaled rotting 


pig-heads it would be that. So he cut a little bit too deep. So what? He was still alive! 


"If | survive this | shall change my stage name to Alive!" He announced to the audience earlier. It earned quite 


a few giggles. 
He held the shard of Oystein's broken coke bottle between his thumb and forefinger. 


"You're not funny Dead!" Øystein snapped, his angry looking corpse paint looking even angrier. It made Per 


snicker internally. 

"If | survive this, Euronymous will finish me of fl" 

"Has it occurred to you that perhaps | Ake you Dead? That | like you as our vocalist and I'd prefer to keep it 
that way?" The Øystein of the present huffed, grabbing his leather jacket. He still had patches of his corpse 
paint splattered over his face. 

It disarmed the vocalist ever so slightly, and he found himself at loss for a suitable response: 


"Er..'m alive, Øystein, am | not?" 


"Keep it that way." He frowned deeply, still standing over Per. Per felt his face heat up. He honestly did kind of 


lke his bandmate, maybe a little more than necessary. Even if he was a little bit of an arrogant shit-head 
"Ill uhtry" He said with a nervous, awkward and disjointed grin that made @ystein roll his eyes disapprovingly. 
"Look, Pelle, you know | care for you, right?" 

"Ht hasn't come up so." 


"Well l'm telling you now, | care about you. Next time you do this don't hurt yourself so badly." His short, 


calloused fingers traced over the bandages covering Per's stitches. 
"IIl uh..try.." Per repeated, sounding even dumber. Øystein shook his head and began putting on his coat. 
I'm gonna go home.you need some rest. One of us'll get you in the morn-" 


"Wait, no!" Per suddenly cried, limply clutching on his sleeve. Øystein stopped dead in his tracks, staring at him 


with a surprised look. 
"Stay for a little!" He said with a nervous laugh. 


"Didn't you just say you wanted me to go away?" Øystein asked, raising his eyebrow at Per as he tried to 


wrack his mind to find ways to cover this one up: 


‘like you too Euro! You're a gr-great guitarist!" 


"Aaaand now you're just being weird" Øystein said, studying the awkward grin on his vocalists face. His cheeks 
instantly turned scarlet. 


"Er..sorry? Must be the morphine?" 


"Are you one of those people who get nervous in hospitals?" Øystein asked, pretending he didn't notice when 
Per's long, bony fingers looped around his wrist. Per pretended he didn't notice that either. 


"Well.considering my entire wrist is held together by a thread..l'd say kind of!" Per laughed anxiously. His mind 
raced as Bystein shook off the part of his leather jacket he had on and threw it over on the polka dotted 
armchair. 


He sat on the corner of Per's bed. 


"So uh. cool show wasn't it?" Øystein said, using the hand that wasn't held captive by Per to scratch the back 
of his neck with. 


"Yeah!" He responded with a little too much enthusiasm. 
"You're being really obvious y'know?" 


"Whatever do you mean Euronymous?!" Per asked, sweat beading along his hairline as Øystein snorted and 


shook his head: 
"Nothing, whatever. | guess we really do have to change your name to Alive though." 


"Yeah! Really sucks doesn't it?!" Per said a little too loudly. Øystein didn't react, instead he kept staring at him 
with those cold blue eyes of his. 


"Why are you staring at me like that Euronymous? it's really really weird!" 


"You're still holding my hand." He smirked as he pointed down to their hands, their fingers now intertwined as 


Per quickly wrenched his hand free. Much to Bystein's dismay. 


"Oh shit! Sorry! That was really really weird!" Per said in a sing-song voice as he gingerly placed his hand on 


his blanket covered thigh, only to find that Dystein grabbed it again. 


"You're an idiot, Pelle." He said. His voice going syrupy as he traced his thumb nail along the line dividing Per's 


palm. 


"Eighty million and one?.." Per said, his voice going soft and paper-thin as he felt Øystein lace his fingers 
through his. 


‘It's actually closer to twenty by now but if you want to think it's been eighty million then go right ahead." 
Chuckled Øystein, before he leaned in and -suddenly- kissed him. 


Per tried to respond, even if he didn't have a lot of experience. He kissed a few people but not really like 
Øystein was kissing him. He mostly kissed people during games of spin the bottle or during truth or dare. He 
kissed one girl he liked back in Sweden but it was only a half a second and they never mentioned it ever again 
It was always static and hard, like two mouths exchanging a brief, very awkward pat-on-the-back before 
never speaking of it ever again but Øystein was moving his mouth against Per's, his breath hot against Per's 


lips as he kicked off his motorcycle boots and straddled his hips. 


Per could feel the ends of Dystein's straggly black hair brush against his cheeks. He still kind of smelled like 
the venue they just performed in, and by all means it wasn't the best smell in the world but it certainly 


wasn't the worst 


Øysteins hand left his, guiding Per to his neck before he brushed his fingers against Per's throat. An action, 
the Swede thought, that had no place exciting him as much as it did. 


"First time, huh?" Øystein whispered, pulling away to catch some air. 


"N-no..it's just usually.not so.y'know.." Per said between gasps, his entire body buzzing with need. Need to have 


Øystein closer and closer until even air couldn't pass through them. 


He smirked again, a look that Per was starting to think was becoming on him and leaned down and pecked his 
lips, darting his tongue out to lick Per's chapped lower lip. He resisted the urge to scramble away, instead Per 
opened his mouth and let Bystein's wet appendage in 


The intimacy made him shiver. Øystein was so close, so very deliciously close. At some point he had snuck 
beneath the thin, hospital covers and now Per could feel the front buttons of Oystein's jeans press against the 
waistband of his hospital scrubs. 


Per had a hard time controlling his ‘mmmpht" noises, the open-mouthed, sloppy nature the kisses took on did 
little to help how breathless he was quickly becoming. He used his viable hand to take handfuls of Oystein's 
greasy, sweaty hair, as the latter traced his rough fingers along Per's body. Delicate at first and then 
forceful, grabbing the vocalists hips and pressing them to his, causing him to moan audibly. 


He could easily feel the guitarist's erection pressing against his. Per mentally damned the person who invented 
the rule that you shouldn't wear boxers beneath your scrubs straight to hell but Øystein didn't seem to 


agree. 


In all of the brashness that seemed to kind of encompass the personality of his bandmate, Øystein 


unceremoniously shoved his hand down the front of Per's pants and ruthlessly pawed away. 


Per whined against Dystein's lips, embarrassed yet ridiculously turned on as he stopped his fucking around and 


finally grabbed a hold of him. 
"This is okay, right? Not too abrupt?" 
"-he asks affer he takes a hold of my dick" 


Unfortunately sarcasm didn't take Per too far, his voice stuttering as Øystein began to slowly stroke him, as if 
reprimanding him for being so sardonic. He screwed his eyes shut, his head nestling deeper in the pillows as if 


to somehow dull the feelings growing inside of him..and to hide the obscene expression his face took on. 


His knees turned to Jell-oh as Øystein's teeth began nipping around his sharp jawline. If Per hadn't really been 
kissed, he certainly hadn't ever been touched by a hand that wasn't his own. Per tried to hide his face in the 
pillow, to cover up the sounds of his near-pornographic gasping but Øystein wouldn't let him, his dark blue 
eyes hard on his face as he moved his hand up and down Per's shaft. 


He kissed him hard once Per's moans became louder, teasingly spreading pre-cum over his aching length as 
Per brought him in closer and closer. He felt slightly proud at the feeling of Bystein subtly grind up against 
him for relief, his teeth gritting against each other and Per neared what he could recognize was supposed to 
be an orgasm And the idea freaked him out. And somehow Øystein could tell: 

"C'mon," his deep voice was shakier than it usually was "I wanna see you cum, Pelle, stop holding back." 

Per almost wanted to tell him to shut the fuck up if it wasn't for how endlessly fascinating it was to hear 
Øysteins voice quiver the way it did. Per had already long forgotten that he was getting a handjob on a 
hospital gurney after he had almost accidentally killed himself on stage. 


Instead his abdomen trembled, and Øystein had just told him he was beautiful so that felt really flattering, and 


the pressure became just a little bit too much. 


Øystein swallowed up his cry, his hand still moving mercilessly until Per was squirming, not of pleasure, but of 


discomfort. 
He looked down at the sticky, sweaty mess that was his bandmate proudly: 
"Felt good didn't it?" 


Per let out a series of garbled noises, walrus-like and unintelligible to even himself as Øystein pressed a kiss to 
his temple: 


"Don't get too used to it, | expect you to return the favour once we get home." 


Per hummed, he almost wanted to offer to do it right then and there when it occurred to him that..then 


again.maybe he shouldnt. He became vaguely aware of how much his wrist was killing him. 

"Won't that be a treat? Teaching you how to suck dick | mean" Øystein srickered. Much to Per's dismay as he 
felt the shorter man climb out of the bed and tenderly tuck him in, but not without a series of lewd choking 
noises and accompanying hand gestures. 

"Stay.." Per mumbled, sleepy and satisfied as Øystein stroked his hair gently. 

"Unfortunately | don't think that's possible." 

"Make it possible." Per grumbled, internally laughing at how quickly he changed his demeanour. 


"Can't, I'm not god. Shocker, | know." Øystein deadpanned before retrieving his discarded coat. 


"Though | will definitely be the one to pick you up tomorrow," he purred, leaning down to press a final kiss to 
Per's lips. "Goodnight, Pelle." 


Øystein shut the lights as he left and lying in bed, Per thought that all of this was definitely worth having to 


change his name to Alive. 


End. 


And I'm wanted..Dead or Alive. 


Author's Notes: 
| was made aware that | had originally planned to make a chapter where Pelle returns ‘the favour’. | think my 
writing of sex scenes has improved since the first one but I'm sorry if the intentional ‘awkwardness’ around it 


takes away from the smut. 


Per liked to think that Bystein fought tooth and nail to be the one to pick him up from the hospital. 
"Rise and shine sleepyhead" 
But that probably wasn't the case. 


"Hnnrrrghhh whaaa??" Per slurred, his mouth full of drool as he felt a tiny, yet familiar body lying next To 
him on the hospital bed. 


"| delivered on my promise, l'm picking you up." Oh, it was Øystein. Per briefly wondered why Dystein was on his 
gurney, thinking everything the night before was nothing but a dream. 


Then Øystein kissed the tip of his nose, which was a very un-@ystein thing to do so unless Dystein was 


replaced with a clone of himself everything last night must have been real. 
Ahh..sweet. 


Per grumbled sleepily, his wrist still hurting. He could feel the way his skin was pulled shut with a thread, his 


cut screaming to be ripped open with how vaguely itchy the sensation was. 
I'll get the nurse.unless you want to live here of course, Alive” Øystein snickered. 


The entire process took an hour and a half, with the doctors wondering just why Per had been cutting himself 
on stage to begin with. 


" You wouldn't understand it" Øystein defended indignantly as the doctors kept dogging at Per. 
"What he said" Per nodded. 


"There's valid concern that he might be suicidal!" The doctor snapped, his face turning red with annoyance. Per 


laughed internally, Øystein had that effect on people. 


"Listen here duckie," Øystein leaned over the desk. "Health care is free, and Pelle over there's twenty years old, 


which means he's not a minor, which means he can do whatever the fuck he wants. So if we want to slit our 


wrists on stage as part of a gimmick then we fucking will, and you can go suck your own cock." 
Per wanted to tell Øystein that it wasnt a gimmick but a way of life, but he was too busy dying of laughter. 


"You should be a politician" Per said when they were making their way to the Audi. He was still laughing at the 


shit-show it became. 
"Politicians are evil, eurgh." Øystein cringed, unlocking the car. 
"Says the communist" Per snickered as they sat in and buckled their seat belts. 


"Touché," Øystein snorted, finally driving away from the hospital, "If you do that ever again | swear to fucking 


satan l'll have you bent over my knee, Pelle.” 


And it took Per a second to realize what Øystein meant by that and when he did it made him blush fifty 
shades of red. 


"So.are we like.boyfriends now or something?" Per said, looking out the window to see Norway pass them by. 


"Hell if | know." Øystein shrugged, punching the radio open as Per frowned, what? So Øystein just randomly 
touches people's privates and tells them he likes them without any intention of actually being with them? 


That's exactly what he asked Øystein, except he accidentally used the word ‘ding-dong’ and Øystein nearly 


crashed the car into a Coca Cola truck 


"We literally did stuff once and we already need couples therapy." Øystein remarked to no one in particular. 


God, maybe. 

"So we are a couple?" Per asked, tilting his head in confusion. 
"Fine, we are. Fuck." Øystein snapped, his face going pink 

Per looked at the clock. 

4.05. 

4.06, 

"Happy one minute anniversary, ‘honey." Per teased, chortling. 


"Thanks, babe." Øystein sneered, although he didn't look unhappy at all 


Øystein decided that he needed kebabs and Coca Cola after nearly crashing into that truck and Per was left 


wondering if Øystein was serious about him returning ‘the favour once they got home. 
"The other guys aren't home by the way." Øystein said as they parked up the dirt road to their cabin 
‘Oh..really?" Per asked softly, excitement rearing its little head inside of him. 


"Mmmhm, | told them they could go off to do whatever the fuck they wanted and that I'd handle you for the 
day." Øystein smirked, no doubt thinking he was slick 


"That's..nice.." Per nodded breathlessly. 


"It is. Say, how is your wrist doing?" Øystein asked innocuously, unlocking the front door as they both went in. 


Per kicked off his trainers. 

It hurts but.! can survive." Per shrugged. 

"Good" Øystein nodded before suddenly shoving Per into the wall and hungrily kissing him. 

Per yelped in surprise, before melting into him. Right, this is the stuff lovers do.. 

"Mmm." he felt Bystein's tongue reach out to lick his bottom lip, and Per opened his mouth to let him in 

It was all so foreign, but even though Per disliked changes he didn't mind this one. 

Instinctively he suckled the guitarists appendage, massaging it with his own and earning a low groan in response. 


Christ.it was a nice sound. Per felt Bystein's fingernails dig into his hips possesively, forcing himself even 
closer as it occurred to Per that.Dystein had to stand on his tip-toes to kiss him properly. 


He'd never stopped to think of their frankly very apparent height difference. 

Per picked Øystein up, ignoring the thrashes in objection as he set him on the kitchen counter. 

"What gives?!" Øystein snapped indignantly, staring down at his short legs dangling off of the countertop. 
"Isn't this more comfortable?" Per asked, tilting his head. 


"Yeah but.| feel like a chick!" Øystein said, his blush deepening. It surprised Per, somehow he never believed 


Øystein to be capable of feeling bashful, let alone blushing. 


He suddenly leaned in to bite Dystein's cheek, admiring how hot his skin was. 


Øystein made a small noise, wincing at the pain 
"Not the face..Mark anything you want just not my fucking face..." 


Per finally let go of his flesh, grinning the way the ring of purple-y teeth marks clashed against his delicate 
features. Mine. Per thought of it, and let Bystein lead him into another open-mouthed kiss. 


"Wanna finally return the favour?" Dystein whispered hotly against his lips. 
"Do | have a choice or only the semblance of it?" Per asked 


"Smart boy." Øystein snickered and hopped off the countertop, taking Per by the hand and leading him into his 
bedroom. Bystein pushed Per in and locked the door behind them, just in case. 


"This is exciting, | get to be the one to corrupt youl" Øystein said, yanking his t-shirt off and pinning Per to his 
bed. 


Per hardly had a chance to respond before Øystein was kissing him- again Per had the thought that they'd 
probably be doing a lot of that now. Maybe each time Øystein pissed him off Per should kiss him to shut him 
up, although if that were the case then they'd probably be kissing all day long.not that that really seemed like 
a bad thing in retrospect 

"Get down on your knees." Øystein said, gracelessly, into Per's ear. 

"What?" Per said, his entire face catching aflame as Øystein lead his hand over the front stitching of his jeans. 
He pushed Per‘s palm in where his hardened shaft was curled 

Oh sweet Jesus... 

"le never done it before.." Per whispered, before realizing that he was stating the obvious. 


"lll tell you what to do." 


"What if | bite your dick off by accident?" Per bit his lip nervously, remembering the court case where 


someone bit off their lovers willy. 
"Then I'll forgive you, baby." Øystein said. 
"You're fucked!" Per gasped, unable to comprehend how those words could even leave Dystein's mouth. 


"I can attest to that," he smirked, pecking Per on the lips, "Will you or won't you? For real though, we don't 


have to if you don't wanna, l'm cool with jacking off or something.” 


Well.|f he could slit his wrists open and almost die on stage, what was touching another man's- his new 


boyfriends dick? 

"Ill do it" Per decided. 

"You don't have to if you don't want to | don't want you to feel like you're being-" Øystein blushed, 
"l said I'll do it because | want to do it" Per cut off. 


"Okay..get down on your knees then or rather." 


Øystein shook his head and lied down on the other side of the bed, gesturing Per closer as he undid his belt, 


throwing it across the room. 
"Oh god I'm about to see your dick." Per blurted out his thoughts as Øystein worked on unbuttoning his jeans. 


"Thanks for not making this any less awkward." Øystein deadpanned, before pushing down his jeans along with 


his boxers. 
"There it is. My genitals. Go ham at it" Øystein said with a weak ta-dah guesture as Per scrutinized it. 
‘lm sorry-" 


"What? You expected it to be bigger?" Dystein interrupted, and Per could literally see it deflate in tune with 
Dystein's pride. 


"No, | expected it to be smaller since youre small." Per corrected, and peace in Dystein's dignity was restored. 
".. So are you going to choke on my dick today or not?" Øystein said impatiently. 
"You're so poetic." Per sighed exasperatedly. 


"Now you know why you write all of Mayhem's lyrics." Øystein smirked, although it was short-lived when Per 


crawled between his legs. Then he just looked nervous. 


"Er.. before | do this Øystein, you really do like me, right?" Per said anxiously, wondering why he was suddenly 
self-conscious about this. Dystein stopped dead for a second, clearly surprised by the question. 


"Yeah..| do. | like you a lot Pelle." 


"Okay then." the Swede said softly, taking his length in hand and suspiciously punching his tongue against a vein, 


much like a frog. 


Øystein let out an over-the-top, pornographic moan, throwing his head back and banging his skull against the 
bed frame. 


"Do you have to?" Per sighed, pushing his long blond hair out of the way. 
‘Im just trying to encourage you," Øystein chuckled before taking his cock in hand, "Open your mouth." He used 
his free hand to brush some of Per's hair out of his face and Per nodded to himself, nervously wrapping his 


lips around the swollen head of his cock. 


He hummed as he tasted salty pre-cum, rubbing his tongue against it and listening to the small hitch of 
Øysteins breath. 


"T.take more in." He urged breathlessly and Per complied, taking in another three inches and listening to the 


way his pants turned into moans. 


"Go up and down." Øystein concluded, his voice quivering as he lead Per's head up and down his shaft, his 
fingers digging into his scalp for support. 


"Oh fuck! Per hoped that that was a good ‘oh fuck’ 


He looked up to see Bystein's elfin facial features scrunched in pleasure, it seemed really cute to Per and he 


felt his own dick throb. 


The fact that he was able to make such an expression too was fascinating. Bysteir's lips fell open as Per 


sucked hard, his hands grabbing Pers hair tighter as he squeaked: 
"Like that! Shif" 
So he was sensitive down there.. 


Per felt compelled to rearrange himself in his jeans' and when that failed to give him any sort of relief he 


settled on squeezing his hardened member. 
"It feels good.right?" Per asked nervously, pulling away and watching Dystein's cock glisten from his spit: 


"What do you fucking think?!" Øystein snapped, his face red with embarrassment. Per took him back in his 
mouth, slipping his hands down his own pants to stroke himself too. 


Per didn't know why it was turning him on so much but the sounds of the typically sour-faced guitarist, lying 
there and withering from his touch was driving him bonkers. He could feel his hand slick with pre-cum, 


realizing that he wasn't going to hold out for very long. 


It couldn't have felt that good, it was graceless and there was spit everywhere but Øystein seemed to enjoy it. 
“That..keep doing that.i'm gonna cum." 


Per felt himself throb and whimper from the idea, he was already half mad with desire. His shoulders buckled, 


moaning around Øysteins cock as he felt it twitch against his tongue. 


The part of Pers brain that wasn't soaked in lust wondered what Oystein's cum would taste like, and he found 


out shortly after. 

Per felt Bystein's seed wash down his throat as he clasped his hand over his mouth to muffle out the cry. It 
tasted salty and milky, and somehow it was all Per needed to cum too. Shuddering as he forced every last drop 
out himself. 

He lay down next to Øystein, panting as he wiped whatever semen stuck around on his jeans. 

"How was it?.." 

‘Mmm..good." Øystein hummed, still basking in a sex glow. 

Although Per never liked Øystein for his looks, and never found him all that handsome. He lay there limply with 
red cheeks and long downcast eyelashes and Per thought that whilst he may not have been much of a looker 
in the tradional sense.. he thought Øystein looked rather pretty. 

Per leaned in to kiss Øystein, feeling him squirm pleasantly before he asked: 


"How's your wrist doing?" 


"It aches.it's the one | jack off with so." Per said sadly, his orgasm being unable to dull the fresh ache of his 
arm. He winced as he felt it throb, as if punishing him. 


"Mmm, let's get you some ice for that... | don't want you in pain" Øystein said, doing up his pants before 


standing up to go get some ice. 


Per followed thinking that if this is how things were going to be between them from now on.having to change 
his stage to Alive was well worth it. 


End 


